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marry thus my Lord my deer* Lord, and moff efccmed 
friend your brother Troylus. 0 

Hel, My Lord Pandarus. hony fweet Lord, 

Pan. Go too fweet Queenc.go to ? 

Comends himfclfe moil affe&ionatly to you. * 

He!. You fhall not bob vs out of our melody, 

If you do our melancholy vpon your head. * 

Pan, Sweet Quecnc, fweet Qiicene,thats a fweet Qyecac 

I faith ^ 

Hel. And to make a fweet Lady fad is a lower offence. 
Pan Nay that fhall not feme your turne , that fhall it not 
in truth la f Nay I care not for fuch words , ho, no. And mv 
Lord hcc detiresyci. that if the King call for him at fuper. 
You will make his excufe. ,v * 

Hel. My Lord Pandarus, 

oJene? What ^ ^ fweCte Qi i- ecnem ^ * c 7 very fweet 


l f; What exploit s in hand, where fuppes he to night? 
Hel* Nay but my Lord ? ° 

wiA yo2f hatfaieS ^ fWCCt Qi ' Wnc ^ C02Ca Will fall out 

Hel. You muff not know where he ftps 
Va y . lie lay my life with my difpofer Crejfeid*. 

difpSds 0 ficke. ?n0 fUCh mattCry ° U are wide, come your 
P^r. Well ilc makes cxcufe? 

Van. I good my Lord, why fhould you fay rrefTeidJ «» 
your difpofers fick. P*r.lfpie? 7 7 

P*». You fpy? what doe you {pic? conic, giuc mce an in« 
ftrument, nowfwcetc Qjjecnc: 

He/. Why this is kindely done? 


iJ]* sh « 0>*n h»uehr rrrytmd.if it bee not my Lord 

H “ ? •** of bin. , rhey ,„o are 

fieL Falling in after falling out may make them three. 

, Pond. 
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eftroyks mdCreftifa, 

panl Come, come, lie heare no more of this,He ling yoa a 

prethee,nowby my troth fweet lad thou hafte a 
fine fore-head * 

P ffeU: Lenhyfo^ng be loue s this loue will vadoe vs all. Oh 

C ^pinlloue>l that it fhall yfaith. 

Par: I good now loue,loue, nothing but loue. 

Pand: Loue, lone, nothingbut loue, ft til loue ft til mertt 
For 0 hues bow . Shoots Bucks and Doe. 

The {hafts confound not that it wounds 
\ But tides fill the fore: 

Thefe louers cry, oh ho they dye. 

Yet that which feemes the wornd to kiU f 
Doth turne oh ho y to ha ha he , 

So dying loue lines fi ill, 

O ho a while but ha ha ha, 

O hogrones out for ha ha ha hey ho, * 

Hell: In loue I faith to the very tip of the nofe. 

Par. He cates nothing but doues loue, and that breeds hoc 
blood, and hot bloud begets hot thoughts,and hot thoughts 
beget hot deedes^nd hot deeds is loue, 

Pand. is this the generation of loue : hot bloud hot 
thoughts and hot deedes^hy they are vipers v i$ loue age. 
ncration of vipers: 

Svveete Lord whole a- field to day? 

Par: Heffor,De/phdbus y Helentis , j^nthenor, and all the gal- 
lantry 'of Troy,, I wouidfainc haueannd to day , but thy N fit 
Vvould not haue it fo. 

How chance my brother Troylus went riot? 

Hell: He hangs the lippe at fomething,you know al Lord 
Pandarus . 

Pand: Not I hony fwcctc Quccnc , I long to heare how 
they lped to day: 

Youle remember your brothers excufe? 

Par: To a hay re. 

Pand : Farewcilfwcete J2uecne a 

f " ffeHa Cc m* 


